174   MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS

Monsieur Bergeret smiled at the hopeful words
and youthful eyes.

"Yes," he said, "it would be fine to lay the
foundations for the new society, where each man
would receive the just price of his labour/'

" It will happen, won't it ? But when ?" asked
Pauline innocently,

"Do not ask me to prophesy, my child,'*
answered Monsieur Bergeret sadly and gently.
"It is not without reason that the ancients con-
sidered the power of piercing the future as the
most fatal gift that could be bestowed upon man.
If it were possible for us to see what is to come,
there would be nothing left for us but to die ;
or perhaps we should fall stricken to death by
grief or terror. We must work at the future
like weavers who work at their tapestries without
seeing what they accomplish."

Thus conversing, the father and daughter
proceeded on their way. In front of the square
in the Rue de Sevres they met a solitary beggar
standing motionless on the pavement.

"I've no more change," said Monsieur Ber-
geret. "Can you lend me a couple of sous,
Pauline? That outstretched hand bars my way,
If it were in the Place de la Concorde it would
still bar my way. The outstretched hand of a beggar
is a barrier that I cannot pass, It is a weakness